THE THESMOPHORIAZUSAE, 112-137

To the God in song excelling*
Brightest, he, of all there be,
Giving gifts of minstrelsy.
(As actor)    Sing the maiden, quiver-Laden,

From the woodland oaks emerging,
Haunted shades of mountain glades,
Artemis, the ever Fir gin.
(As Chorus] We rejoice, heart and voice,

Hymning, praising, ge?itty phrasing,
Her, the maiden quiver-laden.
(. /,si <wtor)    Soft pulsation of the Asian

Lyre, to which the dancers go,
When the high and holy Graces
Weave their swiftly whirling paces,
Phrygian measure, to and fro.
(An Churns) Lyre Ely si an, heavenly vision,
When thy witching tones arise,
Comes the light of joy and gladness
Flashing from immortal eyes.
Eyes 9i'ifI glisten, ears mil listen.
When our 'manful numbers ring.
Mighty master, Son of Leto,
Thine the glory, Thou the King.

(Mn&tilorhttB utters <i cry of
Mtsr. Wonderful !    Wonderful !

How sweet, how soft, how ravishing the strain !
What melting words ! and as J heard them sung,
Ye amorous Powers, there crept upon my soul
A pleasant, dreamy, rapturous titillation.a
And now, dear youth, for J would question thee
And sift thee with the words of Aeschylus,
Whence art thou, what thy country, what thy

garb ? &
Why all this wondrous medley ?   Lyre and silks,
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